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-Vhere'er I go by night or day
That sign has power to bar my way.
'Great is my might, but against the clan
Of this King I have no charm;
If they touch water, if they touch wood,
I cannot work them harm;
I go a wanderer without rest,
Where fingers three touch brow and breast.'
;God keep thee, Devil,5 the giant said;
'Thy riddle I cannot read,
But from thy company here and now
I must depart with speed;
I hold thee but as a beaten knave,
To find that mightiest King I crave.'
The giant came to an old, old man
That worked among his bees;
He gathered wax for the altar-lights
In white beneath green trees;
The sun shone through him, and he, too, shone,
For he was the Blessed Apostle John.
He asked the old man of that King,
Whose bondslave he would be:
'Through wood,' said St. John, 'there is healing in
water;
His servants all are free.5
He christened him and straightway then
Told of the tasks of christened men.
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